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and a duenna, broad and supercilious, with beady jet eyes,
mahogany complexion, and cocked-up nose, stood by her
young mistress, refreshing her with a huge fan.

After some general and agreeable conversation, the senor
introduced the intended journey; and, understanding that I
was about to proceed in the same direction, offered me the
advantage of his escort. The dama most energetically im-
pressed upon me the danger of travelling alone, and I was
brutal enough to suspect that she had more confidence in
foreign aid than in the courage of her countrymen.

I was in one of those ungallant fits that sometimes come
over men of shattered nerves. I had looked forward with
moody pleasure to a silent moonlit ride. I shrunk from the
constant effort of continued conversation. It did not ap-
pear that my chivalry would be grievously affected, if an
almost solitary cavalier were to desert a dame environed by
a military force and a band of armed retainers. In short,
I was not seduced by the prospect of security, and rash
enough to depart alone.

The moon rose. I confess our anxiety. The muleteer
prophesied an attack. l They will be out,5 said he, * for the
great lady ; we cannot escape.' We passed two travelling
friars on their mules, who gave us their blessing, and I ob-
served to-night by the road side more crosses than usual,
and each of these is indicative of a violent death. We
crossed an immense plain, and entered a mule track through
uneven ground. We were challenged by a picquet, and I,
who was ahead, nearly gat shot for answering. It was a
corsario of armed merchants returning from the fair of
Honda. We stopped and made inquiries, but could learn
nothing, and we continued our journey for several hours,
in silence, by the most brilliant moon. We began to hope
we had escaped, when suddenly a muleteer informed us that
he could distinguish a trampling of horse in the distance.
Ave, Maria ! A cold perspiration came over us. Decidedly